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The younger branch endured the same fate as the
elder one. In our century of revolutions, are not
palaces like inns, in which sovereigns, like travellers,
merely pass through; and cannot the exile of the
day repeat to the exile of the morrow this motto of
the cemetery: Hodie mihi, eras till?

April 22, 1849, the heir of Napoleon, who had be-
come the President of the French Republic, held a
review on the Place d'Armes, and before the statue
of Louis XIV. he presented banners to the battalions
of the National Guard of Seine-et-Oise.

February 1, 1853, a bridegroom with a woman of
rare beauty by his side entered the palace courtyard
at Versailles, in a tilbury which he drove himself.
As soon as the wagon stopped, the Curator of the
Museum was summoned by the couple, who asked
him to show them all the portraits of Marie Antoi
nette there were in the palace. M. Souli^ hastened
to comply with their desire. Before him stood the
man who, on the previous evening, had worn the col-
lar of the Legion of Honor which Napoleon I. had
worn at his coronation, and the very golden fleece
of the Emperor Charles V.; the woman, full of grace
and charm, in her long dress of white silk, her diadem
and waistband of diamonds, her white veil adorned
with orange-flowers, had drawn from the numberless
crowd exclamations of surprise, joy, and admiration.
Now, she was in simple walking-dress, without maid-
of-honor, or escort of any kind. But in her mind, in
her eyes, still lingered that vision of the previous even-